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With spring training 

big league homeruns 
have begun to fly. And 

touch all the bases— 

beauties in full color 
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Since it believes that beauty is really in the 

eyes of the beholder, the High Court has been making 

the female form more "bareable" to the public. 


U.S. SUPREME COURT ON 


"I7VER SINCE 1957, when the United States 
^ Supreme Court handed down an historic de- 
cision regarding pornography, the entire practice 
of censorship has been turned topsy turvy. Until 
that time, a voluptuous picture of a nude woman 
was considered out of place anywhere but in a fine 


The government sought to restrain Roth from 
sending through the mails books it had considered 
obscene; furthermore it hoped to affirm the jail 
sentence imposed upon the publisher by the lower 
courts. 

In a dissenting opinion. Justice Hugo L. Black 









I WAS Ihe first one she saw when she came through 
the doorway and, I think, the last. I went over to 
her and handed her one of the two glasses of wine I held 
(the second one was for later; it was that kind of party). 
Her lips moved soundlessly and she watched me over the 
glass as she sipped. Just to be sure, I asked her. “Who 
are you with, or of, or for, or after?” 

She said she didn’t know anybody in the room and 
hadn't been invited.. She had been visiting someone in 
the building and this door was open, that’s all. 

That is when it started, the thing about time and space. 
I don’t half pretend to know what it was all about, from 
a scientific standpoint. Maybe Einstein, if he really tried, 
could have explained it. Anyway, something happened 
to time, as though it was telescoped and things that should 
have taken a year took a minute; as though we had just 
met but already knew each other half a lifetime. 

We finished our wine, and then we walked out of the 
party and down the stairs and out into the street. The 
Parisian winter air was wet, gentle and aphrodisiac. We 
walked hand in hand down the street and now, with 
our flesh touching, we could look elsewhere. It was as 
though our life forces— the electricity, energy, what have 
you, that is us — flowed back and forth and into one 
another through our eyes or our hands or, later, the 

You say I haven’t described her. All right, that too was 
a part of the strangeness. / can't describe her. What does 
it matter what what she wore, or whether her hair was 
dark or light or long or short, or whether her eyes were 
blue or chartreuse? Not this time, it didn’t matter! For 
she was the sum of all the lovely women I've ever had 
or wanted or dreamed of. She was Woman. 

We went to my place, walking by way of the Boulevard 
de Montparnasse. All the time, you understand, the years 
were passing. She would say, “The poor little thing," and 
stoop to scratch behind the ear of a nondescript pup that 
had been trod upon or kicked— and because she scratched 
behind his ear instead of just patting (Cont. on p. 68) 



MANY STATES OF THE UNION ARE 



T HE ROAD to Splitsville is paved with gold for 
the female of the species according to a rash 
of articles which have recently appeared in a slew 
of magazines and newspapers. With one out of 
four American marriages ending on the rocks, 
these articles reflect the awakening of the nation 
to the fact that it’s the man who always pays- 
and usually through the nose. Put them all to- 
gether, and they add up to a loud, masculine howl 
protesting the high cost of leaving. 

Such articles have rightly focused the spot- 
light of publicity on the archaic divorce laws 
currently on the statute books of every state in 
the nation. They’ve shown how such laws are in- 
variably loaded in favor of the wife. And they’ve 
pointed up the inconsistencies which make divorce 
so outrageously expensive. 

Everything they’ve said is true, ftut-and it’s a 
most important bwt-without exception these arti- 
cles have dealt with divorces which, while they 
may stretch the law, always satisfy its require- 
ments and operate within its bounds. They’ve 
pointed up the fact that evidence where adultery 
is concerned and such things as residence require- 
ments are often phonied up, but only in ways 
showing how such tricks used to satisfy legal 
requirements add to the cost of divorce. What they 
haven’t done is show how many of these gimmicks, 
utilized with know-how, may help a man shed his 
wife cheaply. 

The truth of the matter is that a frau may be 
shucked for as little as $100 ! 

If this figure sounds unrealistic, there are facts 
to back it up. Consider the case of Bill H„ recently 
divorced who unraveled his marriage knot at pre- 
cisely that cost-SlOO-all expenses included. 

Bill is a backwoods farmer in the state of Ala- 
bama. He and his wife recently decided to call it 
a marital day, and Bill went to see a lawyer in the 


HOW TO SHED YOUR 



HELPING MEN ENTER THE HAPPY STATE OF DISUNION 


nearest small town. The lawyer quickly saw that 
they were incompatible, but incompatibility is not 
considered grounds for divorce in Alabama. 

“Do you drink?” the legal eagle asked Bill. 

“Sure.” 

“Do you get drunk?” 

"Well-" 

“You get drunk once a week, regularly,” the 
attorney instructed him. 

A week later Bill was in front of the circuit 
judge confessing that he got drunk once a week, 
regularly. Drunkenness is grounds for divorce in 
Alabama. "Divorce granted,” the judge told Bill’s 




WIFE FOR $100 





























High Noon 


|T USED to be said that the rich are different 
from the poor because they have more money. 
Yet, nowadays they have more fun, too. Blonde 
Joanie Moar (she’s rich enough to own a swim- 
ming pool) proves she’s not really an idle rich 
by enjoying energetic noontime sport with her 
neighbor and friend, Carla Gallo. Anyway, this 
is how the better-off manage to take time off. 




Hi— linlss 


There’s a big advantage to owning 
a private pool — where you can discard 
your inhibitions with your clothes. 









After an active day, the girls are ready for a siesta, happy 

that their fiesta proved to be such a wonderful, big splash. 
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LOUIS’ BRITCHES 


THERE WAS A CROOKED MOUSE 


Louis' britches falling down, 

Falling down, falling down. 

Louis' britches falling down , 

On the subway. 

See him try to hold them up. 

Hold them up, hold them up, 

See him try to hold them up. 

On the subway. 

But his belt has stretched and snapped, 
Stretched and snapped, stretched and snapped. 
Oooh, his bell has stretched and snapped. 


There was a crooked mouse, and she walked 
a crooked street. 

She met a crooked flatfoot, walking 
a crooked beat. 

He knew a crooked dame , who ran 
a crooked house. 

And now the split is three-way for the 
little crooked mouse ! 


PAT-A-CAKE 



LITTLE TESSIE TUCKER 
Little Tessie Tucker 
Sins for her supper. 


Better make it ten, 

Lest she bug your life. 
Tessie's not above 
Squealing to your wife! 
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It's hard to believe, but Sue recently turned down a chance to take a Hollywood screen test. 

Said she: "I can always take a part-time job whenever I need to earn some bread. Besides, if you 
ask me, I think movies these days are strictly for squares." It's a cinch, though, that if she 
did make the films, she'd be helping plenty of squares to enjoy a happier, well-rounded life. 



to put myself across as a 
10’d been around — preferably 



THE EFFERVESCING CASANOVA 

















Night School 

Ever since 1826, when the Lyceum of Boston was 
organized to provide education for adults, night 
schools have been mushrooming steadily all • 
over the U.S. Today it is estimated that nearly 
35 million men and women are attending classes 
for the purpose of getting diplomas, advanced 
degrees, specialized training or just plain general 
knowledge. With night school having achieved 
such popularity, the editors of ACE conducted 
a private survey to discover the most popular 
night school coeds. The twelve winners with the 
most dazzling looks are shown on these pages. 

Like most after-dark scholars, these beauties also 
work during the day. Some are actresses and 
models, while others are office workers and 
secretaries. Yet, while these lasses may have 
looks that seem too good to be true, they're dll 
striving for higher learning ( which philosophers 
call the real good, true and beautiful). Most of 
all, these glamor queens are proving that where 
education has become an adult affair, night 
life couldn’t be brighter or more exciting. 








motch their glamor, it's quite understandable why they're the apple ot their teachers'eyes. 
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lyfOT LONG AGO, a Hollywood studio, in an effort to 
1 1 build up one or its new TV actors as a dashing lover, 


Ann-Margret and Connie Stevens. Finally 
engaged to blonde bombshell Mamie Van 








Real-life men and women have to work 
hard to match fictional lovers at play 


LOVE IS A SLOPPY AFFAIR 
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«J|EYI That’s for me," Jim Luftus grinned bikini briefs with their trailing t 
11 happily, as he stared at the girl in the her body was as supple and fle 
abbreviated harem costume who was just pre- snake. And the twistings and c< 
paring to go into her dance. through would have made ar 

"For me," Fred Brighten corrected. Only he serpent green with envy. As : 
was in deadly earnest. oriental music began, it was ob 

The two girls at the table glanced at each other belly dance was far from abst 
sympathetically, as if agreeing that they had movement, indeed, had a mear 
made a big mistake in allowing the men to take and it was perfectly plain as to 
them to this night club. They were sisters. Sally meaning was. Even the womt 
and Rita Martin. Sally and Jim had a thing going amount of unwilling admiratk 
and, since Fred was Jim’s best friend, the four As for the men, they were fasc 
of them sometimes double-dated. Tonight, they "A girl like that can be dange 
were all together at the Cairo Room-a place re- said when Nella was through, 
nowned for its belly dancers. And Nella Amour, “What do you mean?” Fred 
the young lady who had stepped onto the stage, he gradually came out of his tr; 
was described by the local press as being the most “If she should give one of l 
beautiful example of the breed that even the Cairo at the wrong time, it could damn 
Room had ever seen. "What a way to go,” Fred sig 

The two women sighed and resigned themselves ”1 think you're disgusting," R 
to letting their dates stare at Nella. There was her nose at the ceiling.” 
really nothing else that they could do. Nella was “Both of you,” her sister agree 
something to stare at ! Her long, bare torso did not Jim turned to Sally in order 
have the pudgy, fleshy look of so many belly ground. Soon the two of then 
dancers. Between the barely adequate bra and the touching their legs together (Co 

Whenever this sizzling siren performed, 
she had a lot more twists than met the eye. 






While visiti 



friend's plantafi< 


Liberty, lovely 


becomes a sight that i 
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5LL0WING in the footsteps of Mississippi's many fa- 
nous beauties, lovely Maria Prokaine plans to leave 
n for New York City, where she hopes to begin a careei 
:elevision. A college graduate, with a major in litera- 
;, Maria developed a keen interest in William Faulkner 
I when she was invited to visit the family’s plantatior 
i friend, not far from where the late, great writer lived 
i jumped at the opportunity, 
rhe visit filled her with a keen sense of Southern his- 
I and traditions which she hopes to take North with 






So he makes us write all our articles with crow 
quill pens, and the paper is printed on an old hand 
press, which he got on sale when the museum 
burned down. As Mr. Snarff says, "Quality takes 
time. The people will wait a month for their daily- 
paper if it’s a good one.” On this premise he built 
an empire that stretches from the 79th Street 
Yacht Basin almost to the George Washington 
Bridge. 

"I’ll do my best, Sir,” I said, saluting. 

As I ran out, punching the clock as I did so, Mr. 
Snarff yelled, “A good job on this could mean a 
promotion for you. We might even give you your 
own waste basket. How long you been a cub re- 
porter, by the way?” 

“Since I was nineteen, Sir," I said proudly. 

“And how old are you now?” 

■ "Thirty-seven.” 

Mr. Snarff nodded and shook his head. "That 
must have taken real talent.” 

Elated at such praise, I lurched out into the 
teeming street, clutching my crow quill pen to my 
breast. I resolved to justify my mentor's faith in 
me-I would get at the root of this diabolic Red 
plot to undermine society by means of satire. The 
first place to go, I decided, would be the place 


where most of the great problems of the world 
were being considered and solved-where most of 
the world’s great statesmen congregated. The 
United Nations. 

At the UN Security Council, I cornered a very 
distinguished-looking gentleman with an attache 
case and a very worried look on his face. He must, 
I decided, be on the way to solve some problem of 
international calibre. “Sir,” I said, “would you 
care to comment on the latest Commie plot to 
undermine society? You know, the satire bit.” I 
poised my crow quill above a sheet of foolscap. 

"Look, Bub," the distinguished chap said, "I’m 
a letterhead salesman and I just sneaked in here 
to find the men’s room. Now will you get lost be- 
fore you make me ruin my only suit?" With that, 
he went hurrying down the marble corridor. I 
wished him luck. 

I then strode into the great hall where the 
Security Council was in session. In my pork pie 
hat, unpressed, unmatched tweed jacket and 
pegged slacks, I presume the guards mistook me 
for a delegate, because they did not molest me. 
Around me, the most distinguished men in the 
world were taking part in world government. On 
the podium, one was giving ( Cont. on next page ) 



A CRYING NEED TO LAUGH 

a vital speech about disarmament. 

To prove their ability to concentrate 
on two things at once, many of the 
delegates were keeping one ear 
cocked to the speaker while engag- 
ing in games of poker, craps and 
spin-the-bottle. 

I sidled up to an elderly, obviously 
intellectual leader in the back row. 

It took a while to wake him up, but 
when he came to, I asked, “Do you 
believe, Sir, that if the satirists of 
the world were to unite, they might 
drive a helpless society to the far- 
ther reaches of the Universe?” 

The distinguished man took out a 
comb and ran it through his beard 
while gathering his thoughts. He said, 
“You, pal, don’t look as if you knew 
your goddam backside from your 
elbow. How’d you ever get in this 
place? Guard!” 

The guard came over. After listen- 
ing to both our stories, he said, 
“Sorry, you’ll have to go up to the 
balcony with the rest of the riff- 
raff.” And he made sure the man in 
the beard went, too, shoving him 
along with a hammerlock. When I 
left, the distinguished man was giv- 
ing a speech on how to run the space 
race. Since there was no microphone' 
in the balcony, he had to shout 
pretty loud. 

Disconsolate, I trudged out of the 
UN, wondering whether or not I 
should jump into the nearby East 
River. But that, I decided, would 
solve nothing; it would be an admis- 
sion of failure and would give the 
satirists a leg up on humanity. I had 
to lick this thing! 

Well, I decided, if the intellectuals 
didn’t know the answer, perhaps I 
should go to the people. I snapped my 
finger — of course! The grass roots! 
Perhaps their answers might not be 
couched in the same esoteric terms, 
but with their simple wisdom, might 
they not give me a more genuine 
answer to this grave question— an 
answer that the rest of mankind 
might understand? 

Coming up the steps of the Secu- 
rity Council toward me, dressed in 
the worst-looking rags — and with 
rags wrapped about his feet — was 
one of society’s dregs, a lost soul 
who, having been left bereft of all 
worldly goods by the rest of the 
world, was coming to the UN to— 
To what? To forgive the world, per- 
haps. Or possibly to make an im- 
passioned plea, from the balcony, for 
humanity to wake up before it was 
too late. My heart went out to the 
poor wretch as he held a newspaper- 
wrapped parcel closely to his body. 
His last possessions, doubtless. He 


would give me a straight answer, by 
heaven! 

I clapped a friendly hand to his 
shoulder. “Look here,” I said in a 
strong, encouraging voice, “there is 
a Communist plot to—” 

The poor fellow’s eyes popped 
open and he fell to his knees before 
me. He thrust out the newspaper- 
wrapped parcel. “I don’t know how 
you found out,” he jabbered almost 
incoherently, “-but I give up. Take 
the damn thing and throw it in the 
East River. It’s set to go off in thirty 
seconds!” 

Confused, I unwrapped the pack- 
age. Inside was an old alarm clock 
that was ticking away like anything. 
It was attached to a fuse buried in 
ten pounds of plastics explosive. Or 
maybe it was bread dough. Anyway, 
although I hated to ruin a perfectly 
good clock, I hurled the package onto 
the sidewalk, at which the ragged 
man fell over in a faint. Hailing a 
passing policeman, I turned the 
whole ridiculous mess over to him 
and continued my mission, still seek- 
ing a genuine member of the grass 
roots from whom to get my story. 

I found him, it appeared, late in 
the afternoon, after working my way 
to Times Square. There, resting my 
weary body at the base of Father 
Duffy’s statue, I cast my eyes sky- 
ward. Not to regard the tall build- 
ings, those hateful symbols of ad- 
vancement and detestable progress 
-but to scan the pigeons, those free 
creatures symbolizing, in their 
winged beauty, the soaring dream 
of peace which— oops! 

I took out my handkerchief. It 
would cost me a buck to get my pork 
pie hat cleaned! I resolved to write 
a letter to the New York Times, 
supporting the recently formed 
movement to rid the city of those 
filthy, lazy birds! 

At that moment I realized that I 
was not alone. Looking up, I per- 
ceived a man rubbing industriously 
at the head of Father Duffy with a 
cleaning fluid. Clad in faded blue 
jeans, he was quite evidently an 
honest workman, a toiler with his 
hands. No decadent statesman, he— 
no Commie bomb thrower, no sales- 
man with a weak kidney. No, this 
was the real article. A grass root! 
He, with his uncomplicated mind, 
would tell me true the answer I was 
getting desperate for. (It was damn 
near time to punch out.) 

“Holla,” I called, “I’m looking up 
this thing on satire. Would you care 
to comment on it?” 

He looked at his watch and, un- 
derstandably, continued to scrub 


Duffy’s head while speaking: “The 
profusion of satire today-and most 
of it, heaven help us, is atrocious 
farce or limp comedy— has resulted 
in the unusual phenomenon in which 
everybody is afraid to take issues, 
mores, criteria, the id, the psyche- 
the very stuff of life-seriously. It is 
symptomatic of the age-the fear of 
criticism, the fear of self, the fear of 
fear-and manifests itself in the col- 
lective, mass anesthesia prevailing 
in every stratum of society.” He 
spat on an especially stubborn spot 
and rubbed vigorously. 

I walked away in disgust, not to 
say disappointment. Of all the eight 
million people in New York, I had 
to pick on some kind of nut! 

Just when I was about to give up 
hope of getting my story-just as I 
conjured up visions of losing my job 
of nearly two decades before I re- 
ceived my new waste basket— I found 
him. Or, rather, her— for my bene- 
factor was, in truth, a girl-a bene- 
factress! She was walking along 42nd 
Street between 7th and 8th Avenues; 
because of the warmth of the day, 
she was clad in simple habille con- 
sisting of a thin, clinging skirt, a 
thin clinging blouse and mesh 
stockings that looked very fetching 
through the slit in her skirt. She 
was so very friendly, I simply had 
to stop and interview her. 

Time was running out. If I 
couldn’t get my satisfaction from 
The Man on the Street, I would get 
it from a Woman on the Street. 

“Do you,” I began, “have any 
strong ideas about the Commie plot 
to foment revolution through satire?” 

She leaned toward me and rubbed 
her chest against mine, breathing 
peppermint on me. “Honey, I got 
strong ideas, all right. In fact, just 
one look at your handsome mug and 
I’m practically drooling. Why don’t 
you come up to my room and we’ll 
talk about it?” 

This was wonderful! I had never 
before elicited such cooperation; 
never had it been so easy to get an 
interview! Before she changed her 
mind, however, I hurried her up to 
her room which chanced to be in a 
nearby hotel. Once there, Ida (her 
name) took off all her clothes in a 
gesture of innocent freedom. “Let’s 
get comfortable,” she said, “—and 
let’s get it over with.” 

I told her I too was in a hurry. 
While she undressed me, she started 
the interview for me, which I 
thought was nice of her. And it was 
frightfully warm in that verdampt 
room. “I’ll bet,” she said, “that 
you’ve had plenty of ( Cont. on p. 78) 
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tremendous prowess in bedroom sport 





Ever since she 


was very little, 
Jeanne Gourneau 
dreamed of being 
a star in show 


biz. The day her 
dream came true 


she could say. 








Today, the 
big thrill of 


being a dream 
to the men 


who come to 


watch her. 














































You'll find the rib- tickling "Nursery 
Rhymes for Adults," along with moi 
than a score of exciting features 
inside, make for a "swinging" issue 



